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Clingstone 
Lili Huang, class of 2015 
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Crystal Teardrop 
Lily Shapiro, 
class of 2014 
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Strawberries 
Rachel Schmieder-Gopen, class of 2014 


I want 

to be with you 

as the sun is 

with strawberries 
through dusty summers 
when the light 

skims the curves 

of every berry 

when the dust 

the sun 

the filtering green 

all hang suspended 

in the soupy air 

when night is tumbling down 
with the mute abandon 
of ragged blankets — 
but now we have light 
now we are light 

now we have just 
enough time to be 

as the sun is 

with strawberries in summer. 


Nighttime Fruit 
Lucy Jones, class of 2014 


A mandarin orange, fresh in the sky 

Its nectar seeps down into my eye 

Open wide, a mouth, tongue tasting every star. 
A mandarin orange fresh in the sky 

A delicious dessert after a 

Supper of savory Sun. 


Haiku 
Melissa Langley, class of 2015 


Perfect orange pumpkin 
strewn across potholed pavement 


my creation smashed 


Watching His Struggle Through My Eyes 


Alexa Levitt, class of 2016 


Those pity friendships; 

they break my heart. 

Watching as he is constantly 

begging for SOMEONE to reach out to him, 
to make him feel important, 

to have a playdate, 

or just to talk with him. 


He’s that awkward kid. 

The one who makes everyone else 
utterly uncomfortable. 

The one who can’t articulate 

his thoughts or feelings: 

He is the kid you feel bad for, 

and who you are guiltily embarrassed 
to associate with in public. 


He picks his “friend” group 

as if he actually has a choice. 

As if they'll actually include him 

away from the lunch table 

Where they can’t escape eye contact 
so they’re nice to him out of pity: 

out of fear of getting in trouble 

for not including the kid with “issues.” 


“Mom, my friends from camp never called me to 
say hello,” 

he reminds her every day. 

“Tt’s not because they don’t want to talk to you 
honey, 

they’re probably just busy, 

she replies. 

The rest of us know the truth. 


Those quirky kids find their place 
within the harsh social boundaries 
that are presented to children at a young age. 


But not Ari. At least not yet. 

Unlikely he will ever understand social cues, 

or find a person who’s just like him. 

Unlikely to come to a day when 

I don’t pray that his support system will broaden 
beyond his family. 

Or that typical kids will actually want to spend 
time with him. 


But I don’t blame those people 
who pity my brother. 

That’s been me. I’ve been that girl 
who has gone on a date with 

that kid 


because no one else will. 


I blame Autism. 

For causing my brother anxiety 
when he steps foot in public. 

For his inability to block out any 
loud noises or 

to make eye contact. 

For the lack of a filter when talking 
to almost anyone. 

But most of all, 

for not having friends. 

Real friends. 

Who actually give a shit that 
he’s a person too. 


The Next Generation 
Nibarika Karedady, class of 2014 
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class of 2016 
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Detritus 
Emilia Copeland Titus, class of 2016 


Jane Livshin, class of 2016 
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I Want to Knit You a Sweater 


Anonymous 


I want to knit you 

a sweater 

as warm as your smile, 
made of yarn the shade 
of the evergreen trees 
that line the path 
between our houses. 

Pve never knit before 

but 

we've never loved before 
and some things, 

I’ve found, 

are a learn-as-you-go 
kind of process. 

Besides, 

you’ve never been one to worry 
over a few loose stitches. 
I wonder, would you wear it 
when the seasons change, 
when our lives diverge, 
when the nights are cold? 


Would you remember the evergreens? 
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She Wished 
Sophia Pandelidis, class of 2016 


She had let it go too far. Pulling her faded sweatshirt across her chest, Marcy soon 
felt the arm chair strain, compressing her mind and body as if she were squeezing 
into a glove that fit only in the past. The dim light above her flickered, freckled 
with desperate moths hungry for warmth, unaware that they would only burn 
themselves to death. And the door waited. Its frail surface chipped and gray, it 
waited, taunting her. 


Marcy could hear the soft tones of a brush and their single tube of mascara 
clicking open and closed, open and closed, from behind the door, as she had for 
the past hour. Her shaking hands attempted to pull some of the scraggly hair into 
a makeshift ponytail. She wished her thighs wouldn’t stick together. She wished 
her shoes were not peeling. She wished a lot of things. 


“Are you ready?” whispered the voice. 


Marcy didn’t bother answering her daughter, for Lila certainly knew she would 
never be ready. The constant screaming battles that had radiated through the vinyl] 
siding of their house surely told her that. When Lila had bought the dress behind 
her back, the tickets behind her back, Marcy realized her plight was hopeless. 


Without warning, the door burst open to reveal a beacon of light, almost too 
bright to look at, as Lila emerged with a radiant pink gown icing her slim body. 
Her beaming smile clenched Marcy’s entire chest. Intense fear overcame her pride. 


Lila giggled in delight, playing with her corsage. “Well, what do you think?” 


“You’re beautiful,” Marcy breathed, hoping she would ignore her burning eyes, 
“but can talalaslausecanits 


“You can’t what Mom?” Her smile had faded. She grabbed her mother’s arm and 
steadied it. 


“You can’t hold onto this forever. You can’t stop living and you can’t make me 
stop living either. Come on, walk me outside, please? David will be here —” 


“T can’t let you leave, goddammit!” Marcy’s trembling fingers slammed her 
cigarette onto the coffee table, a few embers bursting into the air. She drew a 
rattling breath and clamped a hand to her mouth. 


Lila took Marcy’s face in her hands. “Mom! Look at me! He wouldn’t want this. 
He wouldn’t want me to miss this because of him.” She collapsed in a heap on the 
floor, an innocent flower that had been stepped on. 


“But it was his new tuxedo!” Marcy screamed, burying her face into the fabric of 
the chair. “I told him not to get it dirty, I told him to be careful, I told him to use 


four wheel drive, I told him...” 


“Tt was an accident, okay? An accident.” 


The words left her tired lips, and orange headlights reached through the window 
in the darkness. Lila crawled to the grimy window, the last bit of light in her eyes 
flickering weakly. 


“David’s here,” she said, and paused for a minute. “He’s here.” She dragged herself 

up from the carpet as if she were now a weed uprooted, straightened her dress, and 
wiped away her watery eyeliner. With one last glance at Marcy buried in her chair, 

Lila swung open the screen door, pressing down her shoulders. 


“T love you,” she said. 


The growl of the engine faded into the distance, leaving Marcy suffocated by the 
silence of her own life. 


Later that night, although she knew they did not belong to her this time, the sound 
of sirens wailing in the distance cried their way to her, and Marcy sat weeping, alone. 


Door 
Nyomi Warren, 


class of 2014 
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I Recall 
Melissa Langley, class of 2015 
Inspired by “I Recall” by Euginia Liapich 


I recall 

an airy, perfect home 

a Victorian utopia on a dead-end street 

tall lily flowers and slanted, slatted floors 

A metal wood stove, to warm the centurion walls 
and dry the snow-covered socks 

four bay windows 

lining and lacing the heptagonal bedroom 

and a hammock in the yard 


Four raised beds of vegetables 

encased in a tall wire fence 

a swing set placed on the lawns just so, 
for jumping off into the leaves 

The sound of feet coming up the stairs 
I knew who it was 

by the way that they walked 

before seeing the shadow on the wall 


But nothing is perfect except in memory, 


and neither were the centurion walls 
or raised vegetable beds 


The attic blistered with heat in the summer 
and shivered with cold in the snow 

the stairs creaked and the lawn turned brown 
and the paint on the porch was scraped off 


The carpet was old 

There was a scratch on the wall 
And the switch plate hung broken, 
Held together with tape 


But I will always and only ever recall 


those marvelous years, a utopia on a dead-end street. 


The Red Barn 
Rita Kushner, class of 2014 


es: 


16 


The Sai Reddivari 
Ben Schwarzchild, class of 2014 


Tree Woman 
Becky Rapp, class of 2014 
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Goodbye 
Sarah Shapiro, class of 2016 


The dew-coated grass leaves 

Wet blades on the soles of my bare feet 

As I chase my cabinmates through the field. 

A wild laugh bursts free, 

Cracking the cold composure of the dark night. 

We reach the beach, 

Sitting on the sand covered rock, 

Bundled close together, 

Arm locked with arm, 

Legs criss-crossed over each other. 

The sky lightens, painted orange and pink by the sun’s first rays. 
We watch as the morning crawls over the silhouette of the mountains 
For the last time. 


Baseball 
Luba Korn, class of 2017 


The Sound of Innocence 
Sophia Pandelidis, class of 2016 


I heard it from my window 

the window above our driveway 

my legs sweating beneath the blanket 
I was listening. 

past my bedtime, 

but I was listening. 


Its sound was simple 

a crack against the pavement, a rip, a tear 

in the soft neighborhood nighttime. 

single and beating, that basketball pounded a rhythm 
of something so hard to define — 

happiness — 

that one small thing that is stable 

but fading at the same time. 


I heard the exchange of hands 
scuffing of sneakers 

body against body 
murmuring and mumbling 
shouting, even. 

(at 13) 

They thought they were men, 
my brothers. 


But the heartbeat began to fade, 
as the nights flew on 

until it finally 

stopped. 


I lost my footing and I could not stand. 

Maybe no one else noticed the way 

the neighborhood nighttime 

was now too perfectly pieced together 

in its silence. 

Maybe no one else felt the presence of a little girl 
lying awake, waiting 

waiting for the comfort of a basketball. 


Last night I heard the crack 

slow at first 

then pummeling the ground 

like a drum 

echoing from the valleys of a different world- 
one I thought I had lost. 


I raced to the window 
now pooled with cool yellow light 
my legs sweating. 


Past my bedtime, 
I was listening. 


Listening to the men 
who gripped the pavement 
and their happiness. 


They were men now, 


but still my boys. 
Still my brothers. 
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Of Music 
Vincent Miao, class of 2014 
Based on Sir Francis Bacon’s “Of Studies” 


Music serves for entertainment, enjoyment, and expression. As a facet of humanity’s 
cavernous capacity for creativity, music enunciates mankind’s myriad of emotions. 
Just as exercise invigorates the body and study refreshes the mind, music rejuvenates 
the heart. The blood of compassion, of triumph, of anger flows in the veins of notes 
and chords, and it would stagnate in retardando without such vessels. Just as studies 
speed up an individual’s mind in accelerando, music stimulates a person’s heart with 
vibrato. Politicians inspire revolution in the masses, generals inspire courage in their 
soldiers, and poets inspire love in their readers, but only musicians inspire all three. 
Whether alone, solitary figures finding refuge from society in song, or together, 
collective organisms uplifting crowded halls, musicians capture the full spectrum 

of human passion with a fell, well-played notes. Whether formal, underneath the 
blinding spotlights of Carnegie Hall, or informal, tucked away in the corner of the 
basement, music-playing serves the same purpose; whether talented, a child prodigy 
of only three years of age, or mature, a forty year old learning for the first time, the 
player is reflected, revealed, and refined through his artistry. To truly see oneself in 
one’s entirety, music must be made. 


Play not to garner fame nor wealth, but to express oneself: one’s thoughts, one’s 
personality, one’s soul. For every sonata serenades the musician’s wildest ambitions, 
every concerto cements his most fanciful conceptions, every fugue ferments his spirit 
to maturity. Every piece reflects a portion of one’s emotions, his dreams, his desires. 
Every piece is a fragment of one’s personality; it is up to the musician to pick up the 
pieces and put the puzzle together. Indeed, music perfects man, and is itself perfected 
by practice; for artistry is a dull knife, requiring the whetstone of repetition to unleash 
its true potential. 


Enlightened individuals analyze musical works, extraordinary individuals refine 
them, and ordinary individuals perfect them. Some music is to be beaten, some to 

be grasped, and some to be caressed; that is, some pieces are to be sowed with anger 
and brutality, some with precision and rigidity, and some with love and passion. 
Every musician must justify his or her choice wisely and observe the layers of notes 
unfold and unravel, revealing the melodic inner workings of the composer carefully 
constructed for the player to find. Let him unfold the inherent scaffolding, find the 
essence of the piece, and build from there, adding section after section until it is whole 
and complete. Let him share with the world; let the caged animal out of its cell, let it 
acquaint itself with its environment, and let it free to run wild. Let it burst from his 
heart into the world for all to enjoy. Then, music will have achieved its purpose. 


Just as two individuals are never identical, every piece and musician is different. 

So, find one’s niche, one’s habitat, one’s place of Zen in the world of music; for if a 

person’s voice is full, he shall be a singer, if his fingers long, a pianist, if his arms steady, a 
violinist, and if his shoulders powerful, a percussionist. Let him play to his heart’s content 
and then some more. Let him fill the halls with marches and nocturnes and waltzes. Let him 
escape into his fantasy world, untouched and unmarred by the hands of others. Let him be 
free of worldly troubles and despairs. Let his imagination and his creativity run wild and free, 
just as they were designed to do. Let his heart serenade the world without end. Let him live 
to the fullest. So every heart may reveal its inner workings. 


4 


Of Light & Architecture 
Erin Hylen, class of 2015 
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A Great Gatsby Found Poem - “The Party Has Just Begun” 


Rhea Bennett, class of 2015 


Already there were wanderers. 
Men and women come and go, 
like moths among the champagne and stars. 
While the lights, 
silver scales trembling to the stiff, tiny drip of the banjos on the lawn, 
grow brighter as the earth lurches away from the sun. 
Groups change swiftly, 
swell with new arrivals, 
dissolve and form in the same breath, 
a sea-change of faces, 
voices, 
color. 


He told me he was an Oxford man. 
I don’t believe him. 


Happy, 
vacuous 


bursts of laughter rise toward the summer sky through the twilight and 
permeate the blue gardens, 

until the air is alive 

with chatter, 

and casual innuendos. 


They say he’s a nephew or a cousin of Kaiser Wilhelm’s. 
That’s where all his money comes from. 


Now the orchestra is playing yellow cocktail music 
and there is an enthusiastic meeting between women. 
A rowdy little girl, 

gaudy with primary colors 

and hair shorn in strange, new ways 

and a brisk yellow bug 

bewitched to a dark gold, 

who never knew each other’s names, 

each one introduced as Mrs. Mumble 

and forgotten on the spot. 


I heard that he was a German spy during the war. 


The opera of voices pitches a key higher. 
The bar is in full swing, 

floating rounds of cocktails. 

I get roaring drunk, 


and between numbers 
people are doing stunts on the lawn. 


| like large parties. 


They’re so intimate. 


I bet he killed a man. 
At small parties, 
there isn’t any privacy. 


By midnight 

the hilarity had increased. 

Girls were swooning backward playfully into men’s arms, while 
one of those gypsies, in trembling opal, dances out alone. 

But it seemed to me, that 

as the fraternal hilarity increased, 

he grew more correct. 

I could see nothing sinister about him. 


The Peroni Bottle 
Sapir Rabinovsky, class of 2014 
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Last Cover 
George Goldman, class of 2016 


Ancient arms of the birch extend 

over the shadowy pool where all things blend. 
Wily fox, cloaked in the murk 

evading all who search and lurk. 

Slender snout twitching towards the air, 

eyes, narrow, stagnant in stare. 

Why hide and linger, as none wish to be? 

A fox lives to hunt, running strong and free. 
Songs of rifles drift through the gloom, 

a chorus of death upon the earth’s womb. 
The trees weep softly as they soon discover 
that in this dark pool, the fox would stand his last cover. 


Ants 
Rhea Bennett, class of 2015 


Are We There Yet? 
George Goldman, class of 2016 


Are we there yet 

when the statue falls 
and the people sing 
Are we there yet 

when the bombs explode 
and the people die 

Are we there yet 

when the books burn 
and the people are cold 
Are we there yet 

when factories churn 
and the people count 
the money 

the days 

the years 

Are we there yet? 


Uyir 
Rhea Bennett, class of 2015 
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Oh, God of all My Lovers 
Rachel Schmieder-Gropen, class 2014 


Oh, God of all my lovers, 
why have you built 

your holiest temple 
underneath these sheets 
here in this sanctuary 

of comfort and love, 

if you do not wish me 

to worship at the altar? 


Lady Liberty 
Eryn Huang, class of 2014 


Blind Faith 


Anonymous 


Once I kissed 

a Christian boy 

he did not taste 

like the Holy Eucharist 

but like desperation and loneliness 
Once I kissed an atheist 

he did not taste 

like disbelief and damnation 

but like everything I ever wanted 
to believe in 

Once I kissed 

a Muslim 

he did not taste 

like bomb smoke and hatred 

but like friendship and familiarity 
And I think the reason why 

I continued to kiss 

the atheist 

was because his mother 

told me I wasn’t a sinner 


As for religion 


they all put God 
on the back burner those nights 
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Woman King 
Emilia Copeland Titus, class of 2016 


The air felt light as she rode into battle. Beneath 
her crimson skirts, the speckled horse trotted 
forward towards the destination. Shadows fell 
across the path, creating ghostly shapes in the 
depths of the trees. Despite the encroaching 
darkness of the forest, her horse felt no fear. He 
continued on, as he had been doing for hours, 
soothed by the gentle touch of his rider’s 
olive-skinned hands on his neck. 

The woman king, too, was not afraid. She 
sat, poised, her back rigid, the links of her spine 
stacked perfectly on top of one another. At her 
hip lay her sword in its hilt, concealed by the 
swaths of fabric spilling over the horse’s flanks. 
Her advisor had often told her that red was not 
an appropriate color for battle; black would 
camouflage her so much better. But she always 
insisted upon it: red made light work for her 
maids, for it hid the blood. As she rode beneath 
the scraggly treetops, she felt a nearly over- 
whelming sense of calm. A soothing breeze 
meandered through the atmosphere, lifting her 
dark hair away from her shoulders, rippling 
through her horse’s silvery mane. 

Several yards behind the woman king, her 
army followed. Atop horses, they rode in silence 
as an indestructible force, slit-eyed and bruised 
from months of training. After several minutes, 
one soldier broke away from the formation and 
surged forward on his chestnut stallion until he 
reached his mentor. He greeted her demurely, 
and she inclined her head in reply. The horses 
said nothing. 

“How much longer are we to ride, 

Your Highness?” asked the soldier after a 
moment’s pause. 

“Until we reach the clearing, or until we 
are ambushed,” the woman king replied. “You 
mustn’t worry, Sir Gavin. I cannot recall a time 
where we lost a battle.” 

“You have quite a lot of faith,” murmured 


Gavin. He had been initiated only months before 
on account of his superior archery skills. “I wish 
I could say the same for myself.” 

“Do you not trust my battle plans?” 

“T worry that this position may not be right 
for — for someone unfamiliar with matters such 
as war, Your Highness. Perhaps we would benefit 
from some insight from your advisor, Sir 
adrian. 

She slowed her horse by pulling on the 
braided leather reins. Turning her head, she said, 
“T am quite familiar with the intricacies of war, 
soldier. In fact, there is no one in the kingdom 
better suited for leading an army. Of course, that 
was implied when you referred to me as ‘High- 
ness.’ I am your king, and you will respect me as 
such.” Her hand crept towards the hilted sword, 
which glittered as they neared a breach in the 
dense overhanging tree branches. 

“T apologize,” muttered the soldier. 

She affixed her sharp, dark gaze upon him. 
“Do not give me another reason to doubt your 
loyalty, Sir Gavin. You will regret it more than 
you already resent having to take orders from a 
woman.” Then she returned both hands to the 
reins, and with a cry, she and her horse flew 
forward in a burst of energy. She had learned to 
move too fast for wounds to form on her ego. 

Several hours later, the woman king and her 
army reached the edge of the forest and spread 
out onto the grassy hill overlooking field after 
field. On the horizon, another battalion had 
formed, appearing like insects against the sky. 
The wind had picked up, singeing her lips and 
blowing tears from her eyes that spread down 
her ebony cheeks like watery kisses. The harsh 
gusts of air sucked the moisture from her throat 
as she opened her mouth to give orders. At the 
same time, she watched the army below as it 
crawled forward. They looked so small, so weak. 

She was not afraid as she descended the hill. 


Lily Fawcett, 


Phoenix 
class of 2015 
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The Only True Miracle 
Ethan Aronson, class of 2014 


It was a rainy Tuesday in mid-September when the orange juice poured itself. Mrs. 
Peters was upstairs, about to knock on Dalia’s door; in fact, her knuckles crashed into 
the “KEEP OUT” sign at the very instant that the first drop of orange juice kissed the 
bottom of the glass. Dalia was lying in bed, watching a daddy-long-legs rappel down 
her light fixture, wondering when her mother would wake her. Michael was brushing 
his teeth and counting to sixty as Mrs. Peters had taught him to. He had just spat out 
a garbled “thirty five!” when the two-liter carton of pulpless Tropicana tilted forty 
three degrees and let its golden liquid flow. 

Mr. Peters was the closest to the incident. He was downstairs eating his toast 
and perusing The Herald. The bruisings and bangings of the family life upstairs were 
somehow made distant by the gentle applause of the rain. Even the crises declared on 
the front page seemed removed, as though happening on some distant planet. And 
just as he flipped to the sports section, the orange juice rose a foot in the air, poured 
itself into Mr. Peters’ glass, and coyly returned to the countertop, never again to move 
of its own accord. Mr. Peters, of course, did not notice; his attention had been firmly 
ensnared by a description of an extra-inning walk off. And so the only true miracle in 
the history of the universe came and went, unobserved. 


Untitled 
Nyomi Warren, class of 2014 
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The Bookworm 
Hannah Lang, class of 2016 


The members of Euphony would like to extend their gratitude to 
Ms. Whall and Ms. Ayotte for their constant guidance; to the PTSO 
for their generous financial support; to Ms. Cathy Copeland Titus for 
her design assistance and expertise; and to Murphy & Company for 
printing this magazine. Lastly, Euphony would like to thank its 
contributors and readers, whose enthusiasm and commitment made 


this publication possible. 
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EUPHONY 


(n.) the quality of being pleasing 
to the ear, especially through 
a harmonious combination 
of words 


